- The Prompter. 


Mine, the Pindaric Way Ill make ; 

The Matter fhall be grave,----the Numbers, loofe, and free: 

¥ It foall not keep one fettled Pace of Time; 

m4 In the fame Tune it foall not always chime: 
Nor foall Each Verfe, juft to its Neighbour, rhyme, 

A thoufand Liberties. It fhall difpenfe, 

. But, yet, foall manage all, without Offence ; 

Or to the Sweetne/s of the Sound,-----or Greatnefs of the Sente. 
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FRIDAY, JULY 2. 1736. 





= , 'N further Reply to my Cor- Why muft the facred Spring of Honout’s Flood » 
& relpondent Mr. Blank Ver{e, Be ttain’d, to rince the dufty Robes of Pride? 


I fhall add, in this Paper, to ; 
4 what has been formerly {aid With Blood, and Purple, doubly dy’d! 


in Defence of RHYME, that Why foully trampled in, by Wealth’s bold Feet ? 

5 the moft generous, moft mu- Why there, uncheck’d, muft lep’rous Vices meet ? . 
‘fical, moft comprehentive, Yet, naked Innocence, all pure, and neat, 
BI} and attractive, Struéfure of Be rudely chas'd, or terribly withftood, 

NLA Verle is That, which Mr. By Gyant Forms! Chimeras, mark’d with Blood ! 

Cowley has, fo beautifully, defcrib’d, inmy Mozto. Who, dreadful, ftalk about, within,—and [well th un- 











THe Latitude of fuchdiverfified Numbers (fays (cleanly Flood? 
a Writer on this Subject) allows a fuller Harmony, Ir. 
we than can arife from any limited Meafure ; and mutt Whence ? to what Caufe, do we, lamenting, owe, 
fer : ne piserane a ote Stine ? a "E, oe fi “" 3 That friendlefs Virtue muft regardlefs zo, 
te nftrument.—s——Couplets fatiate the Ear, by thei And piv'ring Pind: in Fotuunes Show - 
wearifome Equality,and the too conftant and expected Till Cl Pty: Ae ae 
ars Return of the Rbyme.————T hey alfo foften the 0 \RSEICS GONE Some gay Mantle, o'er her, throw ; 
Expreffion too much, where they fhou’d defcribe And Notice does not from her W orth—but ber Adorn- 
Things terrible, or wonderful: whereas in this frequent 7 [ment, flow ? 
Variation of the Cadence, and Difference of the Tinmortal Heaven \—if Doubt may dare : 
| Meafure, our Attention is provok’d, and kept lively. Climb thither, to relieve it’s Care, 
Our Ear is every where reliev’d: and All Images, of What means our aweful God, when he requires 


| Actions, Sounds, Appearances, or Things, how 
various foever they may be, are cloath’d, with Lan- 
id. guage, moft {uitable to their Nature. 
he ) 


That Manin tharp,and rugged, Paths fhouw'd treed, 
If be to Virtue’s Heights afpires, 
veel And, yet, ftrange Paradox! to Virtue’s Foes 
I st#aLv not only clofe this Paper, but put a Perzits the Mounts of Power, whence furer Blows 
- No 2 "2 * ; QP ir] , . . . 
final Conclufion to the PROMPTER, with the Hurl d, in red Ruin, by un-erring Throws, 


tine Specimen ot this Kind of Poe:ry, (which ee . ‘oi hy} 
~~ om . r on t me) from a Piece not yet PP ablith'd Vith level'd Malice, nicely poiw’d—yrepell the climbing 


I therefore take this Occafion of thanking the Pub- —" pions : 
lick, for the Diftinction, and Encouragement, where-  Wiiie Phey, fit fafe, and laugh, above—to [ee th’ Af- 
with my Endeavours have been receiv’d, among the [pirer dead? 





Polite, and the Knowing. They have, now, Il. 


, iderable Leng ’ 
been run out to a conti ength, and will Why, if, to Earth, a Reafon may be given, 











hortly re-appear, together, ix Volumes ; introductory 
: isch he Writers will acknowledge the feveral ; ol a_i mann a pack. re > 
Parts they have held, in this Paper. | Why am | doom d totoil, with vain Delite : we 
Be, ever, climbing, amd yet never higher? [Woe, 
Extract, from a ManufcripOde, call’d, The Why is my Observation cursd—with Scenes of belple/s 
ExcuRSsSIoON. Which fince to cure I muft not reach the Power, 
Why was I not permitted, not to know > 4 
I. Why feels nat you proud LORD his /hare 
O avby, ye empty Names, of Things unfound ! Of my heart-rending Care, [finels are ? 
3 Almoft Shadows CVCU of Sound ! For Suff rings, I] can neither help——vor ahich my Bu- 
Fame, Fortune, Glory, Fate,--aad all the tuiry Round ! Why fleep Princes, void of Pain, 
| Why, ye proud Tracers of difdaiuful State, For thofe fad Thoufands, who complaizz, 
| Who buy Diftinction, at tke World's low Rate; And walh, with Tears, Thy Spots, O Grief! in vain? 
| Mean A/pirers tobe Great, (create! ; 
es y Aims which carth-born Views, 221 heavenlyTruths, THESE 
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ie HEsE MEN con’dlendCompafion Hands, to reach 

forking Miferies, which their Help befeech -— 
I,—whomy own Misfortuzes cannot cure, 
With barren S@Mrod, Other Men's andre : 
While They ,qvbbfe Sitilesrhigit higaljamid Voice 


4 [might chear, 


hnisenttpatgenbeceinitaincllaaediere pats 
ear 


‘ 


IV. 
Tis wond rows ftrangeyall This !-bat Mian fhov’ i 
- gare, 
With Search too curious, on the myitic Wa ss 
Whieh form this partes Maze! 
‘It is Enough, for Us,that there mutt be 
Ends in This, we Cannot {ee : 
ud, fince’tis hard, and vain, to tug at Fate, 
With unavailing humah Weisht,- 
Let us throw dowty this Load. of Doubt, with 
[asbich no Raceis WOM, 
had, froift, to eafier Conquefts, lighter run, 
The Way, that Reafon is not bid to fun. 

Let us, refolv’d, inVirtue’s Quarrel, dares 
Boldly, in fright of hoftile Fortune, rive : 
And; from our induftry’s flow Spring--long- Streams of 

. > [Blifs derive, 
Like the gay Ball, ftruck down, ffill higher let us rife: 
And, obftinate, difpute th’ ugwilling Prize. 
Rebound, with tenfoldVigour, at each Blow; 
And that, to Wounds we may a Victory owe, 
Antus-like, ‘pring frefh; from every Throw. 
Till¥ortune, tir’d with our umthought Defence, 
At once permits us to enjoy~-both Her, and Innocence. 


V. 
Well then—refolve we ;—be it fo. 
Farther Thought we /hall nat need : 
That we fet forward, ftands decreed. —~ 
_ Bat, bold ! what Journey foall we chufe to go? 
Twill embark, upon yor boundlefs Sra ; 
The Sea of KNowLepce: —proud, inperious, Store 
Of beaven-affanlting Waves, which gnaw the Shore, 
| On every Side, with hungry Roar : 
Yet, always ising always {wallowing more, 
Still flows, and-will for ever flow—voracious as before ! 
Iweigh, I fil, I plow the foamy Deep : 
And, now, my "climbing Veffel ns, on high ; 
Now, now, my Pendants /weep the ftarry Sky ! ! 
And now—be firm, my aking Brain—1fhoot the wat'ry 
(Stee; ! 
Ah me! bal. found’ ring bere below, --in vain all Arts 
Itry; 
This Way, and That, immortal Heaven! I drive ! 
Currents, encount ring Currents, ftrive ! 
The frnitlefs Rudder, i/l-obey’d,——in vain 
Strugglesoppre[?'d,—azainft the madding Main ; 
Eddies, crofs Eddies, eutae Whirl--and whelm it back 
[again ! 


VL 


. Hold! I am Sick——-Pd, Sail no more : 
Pilot!. give thy Labours oer. 
Pufin, avd pe Be pofey on yor Low Shore. 
Where am THROW ?— tis wond' rous dark, all round? 
What means this fhadow-fhooting Ground? 
This is Thy Land, ‘O IGNORANCE l-wild, and 
Ai - Crude} 
Bleak, comfort efi, and bare t 
‘* dreary Soil! @ dusky.Air ! 
- By thadowy: Nothiiigs, Faw, Vere, purfi'd : 
\ And gape, and yawn, andrire—in fleepy Solitude : 
Let.me varn which Way Iwill, 
Sight bas navrow Quarters, fill : 
For the coubracked Eye’s whole eigen fearce a Fa. 
[ chom, round. 
I ‘send ov fot and oozy Careieds > 
At every Step Iiake, my Feet fink in. 
And, now, unufial Fears begin ! 
Hark |_-avbat ftrange Noife is That ?~~-It whiffles, 
[round m y Head, 
Suift-skimming.Ghotts, in meakre st are, That 
leat 
And  clofe, behind me, f ow-pacd F’ antoms ty ead! 
On every Side me, ohailly Scenes uadraw : 
Now, Stage rivg Reafon,: where's thy boafted 
- {Law ? 
My Soul grows weak, wish childith Awe! 
Fancy has Courage, Captive, led. 
A thoufand empty Somethings, till, dread? 
What Objects rile! how horribly the -y {pread ! 
I trod too loud, aud with the Noife---have wak'd the 


‘ 


[ filent Dead! 


VII. 


Fly, ff ly, wight-wand’ring Feet—explore ft Day, 


If {uch (O Ignorance! ) thy Realms muft te, 
Again Vl drive, on Learning’s Se ! 


Let me not, here,a Moment longer ftay. 
And, yet, I fee not how to get away. 
What’s This >--merhought Tfelt the vat by Brink 
Of fome deep Current, in my Way ! 
Heip, Lelp me, Fortune | ! or I fink; 
O+ I am loft, whelm’d o'er, amidft the Flood : 
Stagnate, and thick, the ileepy Depth, gre. 


a 





ERRATA in our laf. 


Col. r. 1. 18- read, ear/zer than, $c. 1. 3x. read, Epick and 


Dramatick. 39. r. ringeng an eternal, &c. qa. r. it has 
_ thought, &3c. , , 
Col. 2. 1. 12. r. overpowers. ee Fi ade 


The two firft Lines of the Fetogue ghoul be thus read, 


Beneath an Oak, whofe wide.extended Arms, 
Offer’d the panting Herds a friendly Shade, 


Col. 3.1.24. r. Copyift 
Col. 4. kis. of the Ode, 1. Fiend for Friend. 





Printed for T. Coorg nr, at the Globe in Pater-nofier Row : 


[Paice Fave-Pence. | 








und? 


and 
ude 


Fa. 
ind. 


les, 
ead, 
bat 
eat 
ai! 


w ? 


the 
ad * 


ay, 


ink 


and 
Nags 





oo 


Nn il tl be te ee cel 
7 


ee 


ea ee 


a ene <a 


Ee 


So ct 


fe Ma Bam gil hate 








